

I can no longer hold roc patient. 

Heart mcyou wrangling Py rates that fall out, 

L Lh In fliaring out that which you hauepild from roc t r 

ff'hichoTyou trembles not that lookc on roc ? 

Ifnctjthat / being Qucenc, you bowTike fubiedsj 
Yet that by you dcpolde ,you quake likcrebels: 

“ O gentle villainc, do not turne away. 

Gh. Foulc wrinkled w uch,what maj^ft thou in roy fight i 
Qh. M. Butrepetition of what thou haftmard. 

That will I make, before I letthcegoe; 

A husband and a fonne thouowcft^mc, 

And thoua i^ingdonac, all of you allcagcanccr 
The forrow that / hauc, by right is yours. 

And all the plcafurcs you vfurpe,js mine. 

Glo. The curfemy noble father laid on thee, 

When thou didft crownc his warlike browes with paper, 
And withthy fcornc drewftriuersfrom his eyes, 

And then to dric thcm,gau ft the Duke a clout, 

Steept in the blood of prettie Rutland s- 

His curfes then from bittcrncllc of foulc, , 

Denounc’d againft thee,arc fallen vpon thee, 

And God, not wc, hath pUgude thy bloodic dee'd^ 

/jj. So iuft is God to right the innocent. 

thcfoulcftdeed to (Tay thatbabe. 

And the moft mcrcilcire thatcuer was heard of. 

Ri Tyrants thcmfclues wept when it was reported. 
Dor/ No man but prophccied reuenge for it. 

1 5 w. Northumberland then prefent,weptto fee it., 

J^M. What.? were you fnarling all before / came, 
Readic to catch each other by the throat, 
aJC Andturne you now your hatred all on me? 

Did Yorkes dread curfc presailc fo much with hcauc, 
That Henries death, roy Icuely Edwards death, 


Their kingdomcs lotrc .ro y wofull banilbrocnt, 

■ Could allbut anfwcre for that pecuifti brat ? 

Can curfes pierce the cIoudcs,and enter heauen 
W by then giuc way dull cloudes to my quickc curies t 
if not by warre, by furfet die your ^ing .? 

OVl/T'^ A sgurby murder, to make him a ^ng. 








Edvvai'd 


of Richard the third.’ 

. ^ Edward thx fonne, which now is Prince of Wales, - 

for Edward my fon, which was Prince of #Talcs, 

: Die in his youth,by like vntimely violence, 

Thy fclfe a Q^enc, for me that was a Quecne, 

^ AOut liuethy glorie,likemy wretched Iclfe; 

Long maift thouhuc to wailc thy childrens lofte, 

And fee another, as / fee thee now, 

■r/f^ Deckt in thy ^loric. as thouartftald in mine: 

Long die tiay happic daics before thy death. 

And after many lengthened hourcs ofgrecfe, 

Die neither mother, wife, nor Englands Qucenc, 

Riuers and Dorfet, you were Handers by. 

And lb was thou LOs Haft ings, when my fonne 
Was ftabd with bloody daggers, God I pray him, 

That none of you mavliucyoprnaturallage, 

Butby Ibme vnlookt accident cUt off. 

Glo. Haue done thy charmc thou hatefull withered hag. 

M. And leauc out thee.? ftay dog, for thou flialt hear me, ' " 
If hcauen baucanygrceuousplagacin (lore, 

Exceeding thofc that I can wifli vpon thee ; 

O let them keepe it till thy finnes be ripe, » 

- ? And then hurle downc their indignation 
On thee the rroubicr of the poorc worlds peace: 

The wormc ofconfcicncc ftilfbcgnawthy Ibule, 

Thy friends lufpcftfortraytorswhilcthou liueft, 

And ta% deepe tray tors for thy dcareft friends, 

^ No fleepe dole vp that deadly eye o f thine, 

V nlelfe it be whileft Ibmc tormenting dreame 
Affrights thee, with a hell of vgly diucls, 

<!«££« Thou cluifli markt. abortiue rooting hog, 

Thou that waft fcaid in thy natiuitie 
The llaae of nature, and the fonne of hell. 

Thou flauuderof thy mothers beauic wombe^ 

Thou loathed iftuc of thy fathers loynes, 

Thou rag of honour, thou detcftcd,&c. ^ 

Glo. Margaret. 

Richard. , Glo. Ha. 

Q«. Ma. I call thee not. 

‘ ^?^<’.7bcnlcricthec’mcrcic;forlhadthought 
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Thou__ , 




